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Summary: When Rinata's parents and little sister, Natsu, decide to go 
on a year-long trip, he's left with one of his parents friends until 
they return. However, it turns out that the 'friend' isn't as kind as 
they'd thought. Will Hinata be able to lean on his teammates, or will 
he fall from the sky? (Contains abuse, other warnings inside. Rated T 
just in case . ) 


1 . Chapter 1 

**Okay, so first off - I do appreciate reviews, and will welcome any 
ideas you'd like to contribute to the story. ** 

**Second, I will admit that I might make some mistakes, and I 
apologize for that beforehand. This story WILL contain abuse, and 
maybe rape later on, but for now it should be fine. For any 
questions, you can ask in a PM or a review, and I will - most 
definitely - answer. ** 

**If I don't post for an extended amount of time, I most likely am 
feeling excessively uninspired (or something similar) and will try to 
post as son as possible. ** 

**Beware, 'cause I definitely know I'll do a pretty bad job of 
keeping them all 'in character'. ** 

**If you'd like the chapters to be longer, or shorter, just say so. 

* * 


**Last of all that I'm remembering, after I finish this story 
(whenever that happens) I will be working on a sequel. I won't say 
the title yet, (even if I'm already decided) just because I feel it 
would act as a sort of spoiler. ** 

_PROLOGUE_ 

Hinata looked back at his house once before pushing off from the 



ground and riding down the mountain, excitement buzzing in his ears, 
even as he yawned. _I'll totally beat him today! _He thought 
energetically, jumping off his bike and running past Kageyama, 
shooting him a triumphant glare out of the corner of his eye, seeing 
the black-haired-boys surprised expression. Kageyama let out a shout 
of outrage and sprinted after the lightweight, bouncy, energetic 
fireball. Hinata let out a long, determined cry, and they continued 
yelling as they raced to morning practice. 

The players in the gym yelled out a greeting as they passed the two 
freshmen. Sugawara Koushi, the senior setter, crouched down beside 
them, raising an eyebrow at the two as they stared at him. " 

"You guys, aren't you supposed to wait until you get into the gym to 
warm-up?" He said, a glint of humor in his eyes. 

Behind him, Nishinoya, or Noya, laughed hysterically, practically 
throwing himself down next to Hinata and grabbing him into a rough, 
tumbling hug. "Come on, practice is about to start!" He said, still 
laughing . 

Hinata smiled, big and bright, and leaped to his feet, pointing at 
Kageyama. "HAHA I got you!" He exclaimed. 

Kageyama scoffed, turning his head away as he brushed off his 
clothes, walking nonchalantly into the gym. "Baka." He said, under 
his breath. 

Hinata, unaffected, turned around and jogged to catch up to him, 
before pestering him with questions. "Hey, hey, you're gonna pass to 
me, right. Like, the zoomy one? Or is it the floaty one? Or are we 
gonna practice the watchy-zoomy one? Kageyama?" 

Kageyama sighed, and just nodded. Hinata responded by punching his 
fist into the air, an excited smile on his face. 

"Okay, Recieves ! " Shouted the coach, Ukai-san. 

- _Later that Day. Afternoon Classes. 

Hinata stared at the paper in front of him, glancing from it, to the 
words written on the board, to his impatient teacher, and back to his 
paper. Hesitantly, he answered the question he'd been asked. 
Fortunately for him, it was barely in the realm of the correct, and 
he was let off with a stern glance. 

He sighed. Tuning the class out (of which was probably the reason he 
hadn't gotten the hang of the subject yet) and staring out the 
window, he lazily wondered what his family was up to. With a start, 
he remembered the time difference, and frowned. He shrugged it off, 
turning back to the class to realize that class had been called, and 
Hinata quickly bolted out of the class, eagar to escape his teachers 
questions. He vaguely mused upon what his parents friend was like. He 
didn't have time to think on it long, though, because Asahi-san and 
Noya-san and Sawamura-san came around him, rushing him to 
pract ice . 

- _Nighttime, Hinatas Home._ - 


As Hinata walked up to his house, abandoning his bike by the side, he 



took note of the pale white car parked near the edge of the driveway. 
Walking into the house, he slid off his shoes, positioning them 
slightly askew next to the red ones already there. He wandered in, 
stopping short when he saw a number of glass bottles on top of the 
counter. Confused, he walked towards them, only to stop short when 
the scent of alcohol reached him. Scrunching up his nose, he backed 
away . 

"Kiruki-san? " He called out, looking around. Not seeing her, he 
walked up to his home's guest room, peeking in. A suitcase rested 
against the corner of the bed. Still not seeing the 20-something year 
old man, Hinata went downstairs. Suddenly, a cloud shattering sound 
filled the silence. Hinata moved forwards, and a tall, muscular (yet 
surprisingly slender) man stood by the counter, the top of a broken 
bottle still gripped in his hand. His head snapped up at Hinata 's 
entrance . 

"Kiruki-san?" He asked questionably, as the older guy's purple eyes 
darkened, his dark black-red hair tangling in front of his 
nose . 

"You're the brat, I assume?" He asks shortly, voice gruff, with a - 
painfully obvious - trace of anger. 

"Urn, I... " Hinata stuttered, at a loss for words. "I... I'm Shoyo 
Hinata, if that's what you mean. My parents were friends of yours so 
they asked 

He was cut off as Kiruki shouted out at him , "I DONT KNOW ANY 
'FRIEND' ASKING ME TO COME HERE." He said, violently grabbing another 
empty bottle. 

Hinata took a step back, intimidated. "B-bu_" 

Kiruki swiftly, and forcefully, chucked the bottle, straight towards 
Hinata. The small boy' sees widened in fear, and he stumbled back. 

The bottle shattered as it hit him, burying shards into his skin, 
causing the boy to scream out, first in fear, then in pain, tripping 
over his own feet to land on his back, in which knocked the air from 
his lungs. He felt blood flowing down his arms, and tried to gently 
pry a glass shard from his arm, whimpering. He stared up and 
Kiruki-san, eyes wide and scared, as the man towered over him, 
glaring hatefully. As suddenly as it happened, it was over, Kiruki 
left the boy on the floor, closing the guest door. 

Hinata let few tears slip past, at first, until he eventually became 
a trembling, crying, terrified mess. He extended his shaking arms out 
in front of him, taking note of the various glass shards embedded in 
his skin. He could feel a thin stream of blood flowing steadily down 
his face, and a small shard of glass in the skin next to it. He tried 
to get up, feeling bruises and other pains erupting around his body. 
He stumbled into the bathroom, discarding his newly bloody shirt 
outside the door. Taking care to hush his cries, he carefully plucked 
the glass shards out of his skin, wrapping them in bandages 
afterwards . 

Taking a deep, shuddering breath, he debated on whether his teammates 
should be involved. Carefully maneuvering his aching body to his 
familiar room, he lay on his bed, staring at the ceiling for a long 
while until he let sleep overtake him. 



2 . Chapter 2 


**0k, so, I've (sorta) decided I'm gonna post a chapter (roughly) 2-3 
times every week. If I forget, feel free to hold it against me. I'm a 
mostly in-inspired person and I'm pretty lazy and that usually wins 
over any obligation I have prior so it might happen, as much as I 
might have promised it wouldn't here. ** 

**Anyways... I'm sorry to say this'll probably be more of a sort 
chapter - SORRY - because it's getting late and if I don't keep it 
short I know it'll be a drag and I definitely want to avoid that as 
much as possible.** 

**For anyone who's wondering, the Yachi im referring to is the 
karasuno team's new manager in the second season. I felt the need to 
reconfirm in case I got her name wrong.** 

**So..., on with the part most people probably skipped to in the 
first place. ** 

**Chapter 2-** 

Hinata walked slowly to morning practice, silent. For once, his 
thought weren't dive-bombing around defeating Kageyama. Instead they 
spiraled into a free-fall of nothingness. He's seen in the mirror, as 
he (somehow) noticed, that his eye seemed a bit... Different from 
normal. He'd looked away and pretended he hadn't seen it, instead 
gathering his things and heading to the school. 

As soon as he'd reached the gym, he had been instantly overwhelmed by 
the sheer noise of the place. He cracked a smile, helpless at the 
sight of all his teammates. Suddenly, a tall. Raven-headed setter 
blocked his way. He looked up, surprised, wondering what the King of 
the Court (however much said king detested the name) wanted with 
him. 

tKageyama watched the sunny spiked in front of him, eyes narrowed, 
trying to find a reason for Hinata 's strange absence in the days 
race. Frown deepening, he felt in his gut that something was 
different. Was he smiling different? _That can't be it... _He shook 
his head, and while no other answer came to mind, something still 
felt greatly amiss. 

Looking across the gym, he saw that Daichi and Asahi both shared a 
similar look, and even Noya looked a bit confused. Yachi was standing 
beside her upperclassmen, the black-haired girl who was watching the 
war ups with a small, pleased smile on her face. Hinata 's eyes lit 
up, and he raced into the gym, a bright, sunny smile lighting up the 
entire gym. 

Kageyama, hit with a sudden realization, took a step back. He'd 
remembered what it had been that was missing. Hinata 's bright, 
almost-indomitable smile, and the few words that always gave him 
energy in the mornings, shouted from the lightning bolt of energy 
that zipped around him each day. He'd yet to go on with routine, and 
Kageyama waited for the words. 

Suddenly Kageyama noticed a stronger presence at his side. Looking 



over, he wasn't surprised to see Daichi next to him. "He hasn't said 
it yet, has he?" The 3rd year saiid quietly, watching the 
flame-haired teen dart around. Kageyama just shook his head. 

"He looked... a bit... strange... when he came in today..." He said 
slowly, unsure of how to phrase the words. "It was an uneasy 
feeling." Kageyama finally finished off, eyes staring distinctly at a 
volley ball that was shooting towards the ground at an alarming rate, 
close to giving the opposite team a point. At the last second, a loud 
voice shouted out and the ball went back up, having been saved by 
Noya . 

Daichi nodded at Kageyama ' s statement. "I think you're right." He 
said shortly. Glancing over at the first year, he sighed. "I don't 
want to assume something happened. It could just as quickly be 
something as simple as him, unused to being without his family, 
having a bit of trouble at night." He said finally, turning back to 
the court. "Either way, we have to support him." 

Kageyama frowned, but nodded, eyes narrowing at the brightly-colored 
individual currently spiking the ball, to earn his team another 
point. "Baka." he said shortly, walking off to begin practice, 
ultimately missing the relieved glance from one half-shaded 
player . 

**Okay, that's it for today, but I'll try to update as soon as I can 
force myself to. Sorry for the short chapter, but I guess I can't 
help it . . . Bleh . * * 

**so yeah.** 


3 . Chapter 3 

**Okay, so just a second ago I looked through my last chapter and 
realized that I made lots of mistakes. In any case, I don't really 
notice errors until I read back over the chapter when I go to update 
the story, (whoops) so idk. ** 

**Idk teacher names so I'm just gonna go ahead and say that the 
teacher can be Nami-sensei. Not good with honorifics either, really 
(although I get the basics), so yeah.** 

**I'll try to make today's chapter a bit longer. ** 

**This chapter picks up on the same day chap. 2 lets off.** 

_Chapter 3 - Beginning of the School Day_ 

Hinata frowned as he walked to home room, stressing over if his 
teammates had bought his excuse for the cuts on his arms and the 2 on 
his face , on slightly longer than the other. 

(Flashback) 

_I bounded into morning practice, already changed into my practice 
clothes. I'd been immediately set upon by worried teammates. I 
automatically assumed it was because I might've been a tad late, but 
then I looked up at Daichi-san, who was trying to snag my attention 
away from the net and all the volleyballs littering the gym. _ 



pened to you? Hinata? Your arms are all cut up. Your face is cut 
too." He was saying when I tuned back into his words. _ 

_Smiling, I tried to laugh it off, even as unease churned in the back 
of my mind. "Oh, those. I'd almost forgotten." I hadn't. A sharp jolt 
of pain shot through my arms with every sharp movement I made, but I 
brushed it off. "We had this little glass vase-thing on top of the 
cabinets, and this morning I sort of forgot it was there and 
accidently knocked the cabinet and - GUASH - it fell on top of me so 
I tried to shield my face with my arms but it didn't entirely work." 

I lied, shrugging, pretending to laugh at my supposed goof-up. 
scanning their faces, I tryed out one of my normal, big grind, and it 
surprisingly made me feel a bit better. Especially when the worry 
disappeared from my teammates faces. _ 

_-End-_ 

Sighing, Hinata turned the corner into his class right as the bell 
rang, awarded with a stern look from the teacher, at which he 
shrugged apologetically, sitting at his desk. He sighed, barely 
withholding a flinch as the cuts on his arm stung sharply at their 
contact with the desk's surface. _These classes are a pain... _He 
thought in exasperation. 

Midday Classes (Eifth Class) 

Hinata walked nervously into the class, clutching a pencil im his 
fingers. The bell rang about 3 seconds after he sat down, leaving no 
room for the usual excited chatter he usually shared with his 
classmates before the tortu_ . . . Ah, teaching started. 

Eeeling rather subdues after the events, he sat quietly at his desk 
and watched the teacher. Occasionally a few familiar words would seep 
into his consciousness , but mostly he'd tuned the teacher out, 
drowning in his thoughts. 

_When did I say I ' d be home by? I might have messed up... That would 
be bad. I wouldn't want to worry anyone... _ 

_Am I responsible for dinner? Did Kirumi-san say anything about that? 
Where does Kirumi-san even work? When does he normally get to the 
house? If I'm making dinner, it would be a waste to make food he 
won't be there to eat..._ 

_Im glad Natsu-chan went with Otou-san and okaa-san. She usually gets 
home earlier than me. _ 

As he shifted positions, a sharp pain jolted up one of the cuts on 
his arms. He let out a sharp hiss of pain. 

"Hinata-kun? " He heard suddenly, and he snapped his gaze up to meet 
that of his teacher. "Hinata-kun, are you okay." 

"Hai!" He said quickly, giving a bright smile. Nami-sensei frowned, 
but turned back to class. Hinata gave a small sigh, putting his head 
down. One finger reacher up absently to trace the skin beside the 
cut (s) on his face. 


Afternoon Practice 



Hinata changed quickly into his volleyball clothes, running outside 
and waving excitedly to Asahi as he raced to the gym, yelling loudly 
as he entered, looking around. Tsukishima was practicing his blocks 
with Tanaka and Kageyama. 

As Kageyama tossed the ball, Tanaka jumped up to meet it. Already 
predicting the ball's movement, Hinata raced onto Tsukishima 's side 
of the court, just as Tanaka pushed past Tsukishima 's one-man-block, 
and sent it back in the air. It went straight up, and Tsukishima 
rolled his eyes at Hinata, sighing. The sunny spiker waited for the 
ball to come back down and then spiked it onto Kageyama/Tanaka ' s side 
of the court. 

(A/N: sorry, forgot the actual words that were said in the next 
paragraph, so we're going with a simple 'get it'.) 

Before the ball could hit the gym floor, Noya dived in to save it, 
shouting out a curse before yelling to Tanaka, "Sorry! Get 
it ! " 


Tanaka nodded, letting out out a self-confident, "Of course!" As he 
spiked it over the net. Tsukishima, annoyed for letting _another 
_ball through, went to one knee and saved the ball, sending it 
up . 

Sugawara stepped onto their side of the court watching the ball. 
Smiling as he saw Hinata racing to the net, he tossed the ball to 
him, and the solid 'WHAM' of the ball hitting the ground was 
accompanied by Hinata 's over-excited voice as he jumped up and down, 
eyes bright and shining, hands outstretched in front of him as he 
celebrated. Still bouncing, he went up to Suga, hands outstretched, 
energetic expression on his face. 

"Wuah!" He yelled. Suga smiled and clapped his hands against 
Hinata 's, and Hinata bounded over to Tsukishima, repeating his 
actions . 

Tsukishima frowned for a second, and then slowly lifted up his hands 
and clapped them against Hinata' s. "Wuah..." He said, rather 
un-enthusiast ically, and Hinata shrugged, laughing gleefully as he 
proceeded to race around the gym, talking energetically to anyone 
who ' d listen. At one point, he was jumping up and down behind Asahi, 
struggling to see what the third-year was doing, only to grin 
sheepishly when the tall ace pulled out a bin of volleyballs, so the 
team could start on practice warm-ups. 

As they began, the team began to feel normal again, especially now 
that Hinata was his normal self again, shouting for "ONE MORE" and to 
" GIMME A TOSS, KAGEYAMA". And suddenly, the gyms comforting chaos 
was restored, with Kageyama and Hinata yelling (friendly) insults at 
each other, Tsukishima taunting his fellow first years, - excepting 
Yamaguchi - , Noya making the usual ruckus, completing another 
"Rolling Thunder!" As Hinata enthusiastically shouted out how cool it 
was. Yamaguchi and Asahi exchanged a glance as they stood to the 
side, Yachi fluttering from side to side as she watched worriedly 
from the sidelines, asking nervously if it was _really_ okay to leave 
them like that. Sugawara just shook his head as Daichi yelled for the 
team to get it together and start practicing for nationals. Ukai and 
Takeda let out matching sighs, and a small smile appeared on 



Takeda-sensei ' s face. Ukai gruffly called out for receives, shaking 
his head. 

-_Nightime, around 10:28 pm_- 

Hinata grinned, big and bright as he rushed home. He couldn't wait to 
get home, as he could burrow under his covers and sleep when he 
reached the bed. Without realizing it, he'd completely forgotten the 
events that ' d transpired the previous night. Happily slinging his 
shoes off at the entrance, he called out a cheerful "I'm home!", 
expecting and equally cheerful "Welcome home!" in response. 

The answer he got was neither cheerful nor "welcome home.". Instead, 
he was greeted with the angry face of his temporary 
guardian . 

"K-kirumi-san . . . " He said hesitantly, watching the man for any sudden 
movements. He mentally berated himself for forgetting and letting his 
guard down. 

"Hey, gaki . " The man said, his eyes narrowing at the sunny haired boy 
in front of him. "Why's your family got such bright hair, hmm?" He 
asked roughly, bringing up a hand to inspect his nails. He frowned 
when the boy didn't flinch, rather just watched him warily. 

"I, uh, ano, I've never thought about so, I, uh, don't really 
know..." He said, stumbling through his words. He frowned, unused to 
the feeling. 

Kirumi smiled. A cold, cruel smile. "Ne, come 'ere." The man said, 
chuckling darkly. Hinata did, slowly, eyes wide and cautious. "Kneel 
down, right there." He said. 

Hinata frowned, confused. Kirumi ' s rather light eyes immediately 
darkened . 

"NOW!" He shouted, and Hinata immediately knelt down, sitting back on 
his heels. 

Kirumi ' s easy smile was back again, as the man twirled something - 
the something still unknown to Hinata - in his hand, carelessly slung 
over the arm of the chair he was sitting in. 

"Hey, kid, when did you say you'd be home by?" The man asked, his 
voice sickeningly sweet. 

Hinata tryed his best to remember, biting his lip as he stared at his 
hands (the fore-mentioned hands were clenched in his lap, nails 
pushing against his skin.) "Uh, 8:30 to 9:30?" He said 
slowly . 

Kirumi nodded, and tilted his head to the side, a show of innocence. 
"And what was the latest time you said you'd be home by?" 

"9:30" he said, still clueless. 

Kirumi made a sound of acknowledgement. "Ah... right, right? Now, what 
time is it now?" He asked the young boy, who had a furrow of 
confusion between his eyebrows. 



As he answered, the furrow disappeared, and the boy frowned, staring 
at the ceiling. "Uh, it, uh . . . " He glanced at the clock, and his eyes 
widened. "It's 10:36." He said finally. Hinata mentally slapped 
himself for forgetting the time. 

"Ah, that's right. It most certainly _is 10:36." _Kirumi said, his 
voice cold. Shivers traveled down Hinata 's spine. "You know what that 
means?" The tall, imposing man asked threateningly. 

Hinata shook his head, scared, his voice stuck in his throat. 

"Oh! I guess that means I'll have to teach you!" The red-head said 
cheerfully. "I guess I should warn you then, any resistance to a 
punishment will result in a worse lesson being taught to you, okay?" 
Kirumi said, a cold, cruel, hard glint in his purple eyes. 

Fear shot through Hinata, and he froze on the spot. He struggled with 
all his might as Kirumi-san picked him up like he was a bag of 
feathers, trapping him to his side as the black/redhead snapped 
something around his neck. Unused to the foreign feeling, he hooked 
his fingers under the t ight ly-cinched object around him. 

A deceptively sypathetic voice above him made him want to cringe, but 
he was trying to keep as still as possible. "This is your collar, 
kid. We can't have you flying away, can we?" Kirumi said happily, 
flicking the leash-like thing he'd attached to the 'collar.' 

Hinata started to tremble, and as he was dropped onto his feet, he 
suddenly grateful that he'd kept his fingers hooked under the thing, 
because as soon as his weight came down on the floor, his knees 
buckled and he fell to the floor, and the only thing stopping the 
strange 'collar' on his neck from tightening into a strangle hold 
were his fingers, weakly pushing against the smooth rope. 

Kirumi watched the young boy with a delighted smile on his face, and 
immediately set off. He dragged the unwilling, trembling boy behind 
him to the room he knew to be Hinata' s. He walked into the only open 
corner of the room, where a kind of strange metal rod crossed from 
one wall to the other, forming a sort of wide triangle, parallel to 
the ground. He tied the rope securely to the metal contraption, 
probably meant to be used as a place to hang a painting or a mirror 
from. As he finished tying the knot, he stared into the boys wide 
Amber-chocolate eyes, of which had panicky traces of fear. He then 
left, to get more rope with which to tie the boy's hand and 
feet . 

Hinata trembled violently as Kiruki left the room, his breaths coming 
his fast, short gasps. He struggled to gather his thoughts, to find a 
way to escape. He had a feeling that if Kiruki kept him, something 
undeniably bad would surely happen. Still trembling, his heart 
thundering in his chest, Hinata reached shaking hands up to the rope, 
knotted around the metal pole. He mentally cursed his height. He was 
already on his tip-toes, to keep the thing on his neck (he utterly 
refused to accept being called a collar) from choking him. His eyes 
widening, he drew his phone out of his back pocket. 

Being a fast typer, Hinata quickly went to the first name he saw - 
Daichi-san - and started texting. Fearing that Kiruki would come back 
any second, he quickly typed one word in a split second. _Help. _When 
there were no thundering footsteps coming towards his door, he 



continued. _It ' s Kiruki-san. _Again, he kept it short. Making sure 
his ringer was off, he typed the next message, slightly slower. He 
didn't want to be a burden, but... _Daichi, I'm scared. _He typed 
finally, fingers shaking. Suddenly, he saw Daichi ' s reply, but he 
also heard the footsteps coming his direction. He quickly threw his 
phone at the closet, and, as he'd hoped, the clothes piled at the 
floor muffled the phones landing and stopped the light from giving it 
away . 

His trembling increased as Kiruki came into the room, and he squeezed 
his eyes shut tight and he felt his wrists being tied together, 

Kiruki unhooking his fingers from the rope around his neck in the 
process. Kirumi also tired his feet together, and Hinata found it 
hard to balance, with his feet tied. 

"See, now you can learn your lesson, Hinata." Kiruki ' s cold, cruel, 
hard voice said. Hinata looked at him fearfully, hands clenching into 
fists as he whimpered, seeing the belt in Kiruki ' s hand. Smiling, 
Kiruki raised a hand and punched Hinata 's face, hard. The rope swayed 
back and forth, forcing Hinata to scrabble around with his toes, 
frantically trying to find the floor as the noose chocked him. Seeing 
Kiruki about to hit him again, Hinata frantically writhed away, best 
he could yelling out desperatly, 

"I have school, they'll notice!" Kiruki scowled and stopped, drawing 
back his fist. Instead, the man pulled Hinata 's shirt up and over his 
bound hands, before pulling it down, until the material was situated 
around Hinata 's hips, with a nonchalant "oh well." 

(I'm not really good at these types of scenes so beware) 

Hinata suddenly screamed out in agony as the belt, metal buckle 
included, slammed in his back. Kiruki, seemingly edged on by Hinata 's 
pain, continued to whip the boy, grinning sadistaclly as his back 
became red and bloody, and continued hitting him even after that. 
Hinata 's throat was raw from his screams, and tears streamed down his 
face, dripping off his chin to land on the floor. At some point he 
passed out. When he woke up, the rope noose was absent from his neck, 
but his awakening was met with Kiruki ' s cold purple eyes, his dark 
hair splayed in front of his eyes. 

Kiruki grinned evilly, slamming his fist into the younger boy's 
stomach. Hinata reared up with a gasp, only for his arms to be caught 
in a vice grip, with bruising force, and pinned to the floor, the 
man's knees digging painfully into Hinata 's shins. 

"You're not allowed to pass out, you know, you brat." Kiruki said, 
punching Hinata 's stomach and chest, grinning at the boys screams. 
Eventually he stopped, and Hinata let out a ragged breath, eyes 
squeezed shut, afraid to hope that the pain was coming to a 
close . 

"Aww, how sad... My hands are tired..." Kiruki said, standing. 
Watching the tense boy on the ground relax, he let his lips curl into 
a sick smile. "I guess I'll have to resort to using my feet!" He 
said, simultaneously ramming his shoe-covered foot into Hinata 's 
ribs. The young boy, caught completely off guard, screamed out in 
agony . 


Hinata heard the sharp crack in his chest more than felt it as Kiruki 



continued letting several hard, vicious kicks loose onto his 
already-injured body. His voice raw from screamed, he only whimpered 
as he tried to curl into a ball, unable to, hindered by the rope that 
had been transferred to keeping him on the ground. After a bit, 

Kirumi grew bored with him, and Himata gave a tense sigh of relief as 
the tall male stormed out of his room, sneering. Hinata lay in the 
same position for a long while, letting his wounds bleed before 
sitting up, letting out a hiss of pain. He crawled over to his phone. 
Daichi ' s answering messages covered the screen. 

_HINATA? _Said the first one, all caps. The captain's worried voice 
practically radiated through the phone. 

_Hey, Hinata, answer me? Are you okay? _Slightly calmer, 
comforting . 

_Okay, sorry, stupid question. What happened, though? _ 

_Why aren't you answering me?_ 

_Hinata, where do you live? _ 

_Hinata?_ 

_Hinata !_ 

_Ah, who's Kirumi? _ 

_Well, nevermind, it doesn't matter who, but I'm guessing you're at 
home? _ 

_I need to know where you live. Hinata, please answer. _ 

_Hinata, when you see these, I need you to respond immediately. 
Whatevers going on, it'll be okay. Okay?_ 

_Hinata, it's okay, I'm going to keep texting you until you respond. 

I ' m here . _ 

There were more, mainly consisting of worried chatter and attempts to 
calm him and assurances. Hinata tryed to text him back, his fingers 
shaking so badly he had to stop for a second. 

_Daichi_? He texted first. A reply immediately appeared on the 
screen . 

_Hinata_? Was the first thing that popped up. It was followed soon 
after with the first question. _Can you get out of the house? I 
remembered you said you had to climb a mountain pass, and I'm waiting 
just in sight of the house. If you get a few feet down the road 1,11 
come and help, okay? _The captain replied quickly. 

_Okay_. I responded simply. I struggled to my feet, barely making it 
to the door. I leaned against it for support, making sure no part of 
my back touched the surface. Not bothering with shoes, I made my way 
a few feet down the street, before I saw Daichi-san. I collapsed in 
the street, but before I hit the ground i was lifted into 
Daichi-san 's arms, and was being carried swiftly down the road, away 
from the man who ' d hurt me. Understanding that Daichi wouldn't hurt 
him, Hinata lost consciousness . 



**So that's the end of this chapter.** 


**i realized halfway through the end of the story I was using the 
wrong name - it's KiruKI not KiruMI so yeah.** 

**Also, I'd had Suga be the one to save at first, and the I went back 
and changed it to Daichi, but I haven't watched Haikyuu in a bit so I 
don't remember what they call him.** 

**Anyways, I know I used Gaki up there and it means brat if you 
didn ' t know . * * 

**So... Umm the next chapter might not be for a while idk. Like, 
maybe Thursday or so.** 

**But we're having wifi problems at my house so I'm just hoping this 
chapter goes up without trouble. Also, cause I didn't do it at the 
top, ( I DONT OWN HAIKYUU) not that it does any good down here, (not 
that it does much good up there but whatevs) ** 


End 
f lie . 



